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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  four  laji  Atis  cf  the  Third  Part  of  King 
Henry  VI  fiirnijhed  the  plan  of  this  dramatic 
-piece.  That  the  reader  may  have  an  idea  of  tJ^ 
difficidty  of  forming  a  Tragedy,  neither  offenfive  to  de- 
licacy, nor  repugnant  to  the  principles  of  modern  tafie^ 
from  thefe  materials,  he  is  requefied  to  perufe  the  ori- 
ginal, before  Ike  opens  the  follozving flieets. 

The  hi/lory  of  the  war  of  the  Ro  s  &s  is  clouded  with 
an  uncertainty,  zvhich  neither  the  diligence  of  refearchy 
nor  the  fagacity  of  judgment,  have  been  able  to  remove. 
In  thefe  circumfiances  of  doubt,  it  zvas  found  expedient 
to  retain  the  principal  features  of  the  Poet,  who  in  his 
Hiflorical  plays,  generally  founds  the  events,  which  he 
defcribes,  upon  the  Chronicles  of  the  times.  To  pre- 
ferve  as  far  as  poffible  the  unity  of  Place,  the  fcene  is 
confined  to  England,  and  the  embafjy  of  the  Earl  of 
IVarwick  to  France  is  not,  as  in  the  original,  the  fub- 
jeB  of  a  fcene  in  each  country.  The  duration  cf  the 
time  is  likezvife  contraEied.  The  play  opens  after  the 
battle  of  Wakefield  and  fome  'events  of  inferior  im- 
portance, zvhich  are  produ^ive  of  unachronifms,  are 
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here  omitted.  On  the  fame  principles  of  Unity ,  the 
temporary  u^jCcliod  of  the  Duke  of  Ciarcncc,JwiiJdi;cr 
fupported  by  refpeElable  authorities^  has  been  •  totally 
fiipprepd. 

The  Editor  has  7Wt  fcriipled  to  take  the  liberty  of 
introducing  into  this  performance  a  few  appropriate 
pajjages  from  the  Firft  and  Second  Parts  o/" Henry 
VI,  and  even  from  R:  chard  II,  pi  ays  y  which  ar^ 
Hot  in  pojjeffion  of  the  jiage.  Of  this  liberty,  however^ 
he  has  made  a  more  modcfl  ufe  than  Cibber  in  his 
Richard  III. 

The  religious  and  patriotic  pajfages,  which  arc  occa- 
fionally  introduced,  were  not  merely  inferted  zvith  the 
view  of  engaging  the  applaufe  of  audiences,  whofe 
candor  gave  a  generous  encouragement  to  an  exercife, 
intended  only  to  inftruEi  the  performers  m  the  principles 
of  chafle  aEiion,  and  correal  fpeaking.  They  are,  it  is 
hoped,  flridly  charaBerifical ;  and  the  Editor  feized 
zvith  pleafure  the  opportunity  of  inflilling,  in  the  minds 
of  his  pupils,  fentiments  calculated  to  injpire  them  with 
FEKVENT  Devotion  to  their  God,  disin- 
te'^ested  Loyalty  to  their  King,  and 
ACTIVE  Love  of  their  Country. 

*#*  'l^'  excellent  inftitutiony  for  the  fupport  ofivhich  this 
Play  fwas  rtprefented,  fome  account  njoould  be  gi<ven,  had  not  the 
Poet -Laureate,  <whoJe  henejvolence  is  equal  to  his  genius,  fo  admira^ 
hlj  dcfcrihed  the  nature  and  ohjed  of  it  in  the  Epilogue, 
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•\7'0U,  who,  with  ear  entranc'd  and  filent  tongue. 

On  tales  of  igrief  impaffion'd  oft  have  hung. 
With  pity  view  what  now  our  fcenes  difclofe. 
And  drop  the  ready  tear  for  England's  woes  ! 
See,  rous'd  by  rival -chiefs  of  kingly  line, 
In  hoftile  combat  kindred  legions  join  : 
Each  adverfe  Baron,  proud  in  martial  might. 
Calls  forth  his  hardy  vafials  to  the  fight ! 
Forgot  the  lies,  by  Heav'n*c  high  will  aflign'd. 
Which  mam  to  man  in  holy  compad  bind, 
*Gainll  brother  brother  lifts  the  vengeful  blade. 
And  youths  in  arms  their  hoary  iircs  invade. 
The  good  and  juft,  amid  th*  unequal  flrifc,' 
Ere  Nature' dooms,  uniimely  robb'd  of  life," 
By  murderers'  weapons  feel  the  fatal  wound. 
Or  fink  in  deathfui  battle  to  the  ground. 
Blood  marks  the  realm  ;  on  many  a  crimfon  plain 
Are  heap'd  around  the  myriads  of  the  flain. 
Shook  from  its  bafe  each  antique  caftle  falls. 
And  tow'ring  cities  bow  their  conquer'd  wrlls ; 
While  rapine,  rage,  and  hate,  a  wafteful  band. 
Reign  uncontroui'd,  and  defolate  the  land. 

Such  are  the  woes  we  paint ;  nor  vainly  deem 
Of  ("age  inllrudicn  void  th'  hutoric  theme  I 
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A   CT  I. 

SCENE    I.  Glocejlerjhlre. 
Enter  Edward. 

"^HE  fmlllng  morn  unfolds  the  frowns  of  night. 
Streaking  yon  eaftern  hills  with  peering  beams. 
Thus  to  the  gloom  fucceeds  the  cheerful  day: 
Sweet  interchange  of  nature. —  -But  to  me 
No  eafe  returns,  no  paufe  of  anxious  fears. 
Perhaps  e'en  now  my  honor'd  faiher  lies 
In  the  cold  arms  of  death.    His  mighty  fp^it 
Could  brook  no  dull  delay.    Wliile  I  in  Wales 
Levied  new  forces  to  diflodge  the  foe. 
Advancing  fearlefs  from  his  caflle's  ftrength. 
He  dar'd  th'  unequal  fight.  — 

But  fee,  my  brother. 

Enter  Richard. 

After  this  dang'rous  fight,  and  haplefs  war. 
How  does  my  noble  brother  Richard  fare  ? 

Richard.  Still  muil  a  fai  nt  cold  fear  thrill  thro'  my  veins. 
Until  1  know  my  valiant  father's  fate. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about, 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  fmglcd  CiilTord  forth. 
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Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickcd  troop, 
As  docs  a  Lion  in  a  flock  of  flicep. 
Believe  me,  brother,  I  forgive  e'en  nature, 
Tho*  fhc  has  wreak'd  her  malice  on  my  form, 
iSince  Ihe  has  made  me  fon  of  fuch  a  father. — 
But  fee  !  the  morn  wide  opes  her  golden  gates, 
And  the  fun  rifes  witli  a  double  fplendor. 

Edward.  My  eyes  are  dazzled,  or  I  fee  three  funs! 

Richard.  Three  glorious  funs,  and  each  a  pcifeft  fun ! 
Not  fej)arated  by  the  racking  clouds. 
But  fever'd  in  a  pale,  clear-fhining  fky. 
See,  fee  !  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs. 
As  if  they  vow VI  a  league  ifiviolable. 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun ! 
Sure  the  day's  pregnant  with  fome  great  event! 

Edzij,  'TiswondVous  ftrange— the  like  I  never  heard. 
I  think  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field; 
^riiat  we,  the  fons  of  great  Plantagenct, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  deeds, 
Sliould,  notwithftanding,  join  our  lights  together. 
And  overfliine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world  ! — 
But  who  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretell 
Some  dreadful  ftory  hanging  on  thy  tongue? 

EnUr  Hastings. 

Haftings !  the  forrow  on  thy  face  p'oclaims 
The  fad  event,  my  fears  prefag'd. 

Hdjiings.  Alas ! 

Would  i  could  tell  you  that  your  fears  are  falfe ! 
The  noble  York,  your  fadier,  is  no  more. 

Edzvard.  O  fpeak  no  more, for  1  have  heard  too  much. 

Richard.  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Hajimgs.  He  was  environ'd  w^ith  fuperior  forces. 
And  flood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy, 
The  valiant  Heftor,  'gainll  invading  Greeks. 
But  Hercules  himfelt  muf):  yield  to  odds; 
And  many  flrokcs,  tho'  with  a  little  axe, 
Uevr'  down  and  fell  the  hardeft-timber'd  oak. 
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By  many  hands  your  Father  was  fubdu'd. 

But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 

Of  unrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  Queen  ; 

Who  crown 'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpite  ; 

Laughed  in  his  face,  and  when  with  grief  he  wept. 

The  ruthlefs  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheeks, 

A  napkin  dripping  with  the  harmlefs  bloed 

Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  whom  fierce  Clifford  flew  y 

And  after  many  fcorns,  they  took  his  head. 

And  fixt  it  bleeding  on  the  gates  of  York. 

Ah  !  fight  too  mournful,  for  thefe  eyes  to  bear! 

Edward.  Sweet  York!  our  only  hope,  our  only  joy ! 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  flaff,  no  flay! 
O  Ciiffbrd,  barb'rous  Clifford,  thou  haft  flain 
The  fiow'r  of  Europe  for  fair  chivalry  ; 
And  treacheroufly  hafl  thou  vanquifli'd  him : 
In  equal  fight  thou  hadfl  not  dar'd  to  face  him  I— 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon  : 
Ah,  would  file  break  from  bondage,  that  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clos'd  in  endlefs  reft. 
For  never  henceforth  fhall  I  tafle  of  comfort. 
Never,  O  never,  fliall  I  know  more  joy. 

Richard.  I  cannot  weep,  for  all  my  body's  moiflure 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart. 
To  weep,  is  but  to  eafe  the  weight  of  grief. 
Tears  then  for  babes ;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 
Richard,  1  bear  thy  name,  I'll  vcnge  thy  death. 
Or  die  with  glory  in  the  great  attempt. 

Edzv.  His  name  the  valiant  Duke  has  left  with  thee  : 
His  chair  and  dukedom, — that  remains  for  me. 

Rich.    Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  young. 
Shew  thy  defcent  by  gazing  at  the  fun  ! 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay  j 
Or  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. — 
Therefore  to  arms !  and  brother,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown. 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  Poets  feign  ot  blifs  and  joy. 
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W  hv  do  vvc  linger  thus?  1  cannot  rell 
Until  the  wliite  rofe,  that  I  wear,  be  dv'd 
Deep  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

E^ifcr  Warwick. 

JVarwlck.    How  now,  my  Lords?  ^\hat  fare,  what 
news  abroad  ? 

Rich.    Great  Lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  fliould  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word  we  utter. 
Slab  por.iards  in  our  breads,  till  all  were  toid, 
'Hie  words  would  give  more  anguilh  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  Lord  1  the  Duke  of  York  is  llain. 

IVar.  1  en  clays  ago,  I  drown'd  thefe  news  in  tears. 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 

1  com.e  to  tell  vou  what  has  fince  befairn< — 
After  th.e  bloody  fray  at  Vv'akefield  fought, 
Whjie  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  lateli:  gafp, 
I  rais'd  new  foldiers,  gathcr'd  fiocks  of  tdeuds. 
And  fir'd  with  hopes  of  gallant  victory, 

March'd  towVds  St.  Albans,  t*  intercept  the  Queen. 
Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought. 
But  whether  'twas  her  more  than  manly  fpirit, 
That  robb'd  my  foldiers  of  their  heated  courage  ; 
Or  whether  'twas  tl^  kar  of  Clifford's  vigor. 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death. 
Their  weapons  like  the  winged  iight'njHg  came. 
Our  foldiers' — like  the  night  owl's  la?;y  flight. 
Or  like  an  idle  threflier  with  a  flail, — ■ 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  frleiids. 
I  cheer'd  them  with  the  jufdce  of  our  caufe. 
With  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  rewards, 
But  all  in  vain ;  the  daUards  lied  the  field — 
And  robb'd  me  of  the  triumph  of  revenge. 

Rick.  'Twas  ftrange  indeed  when  valiant  Warwick  fled. 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit, 
But  ne'er  till  now  the  fcandal  ol  his  flight. 

IVar.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  lhalt  thou  hear. 
For  thou  flialt  know,  this  hand  unconquer'd  fiill 
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Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head, 
And  wring  the  awful  fceptre  from  his  grafp, 
Were  he  as  daunt'iefs  in  the  fields  of  war. 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  miidnefs.  and  for  peace. 

Rich,  1  know  it  weli,  brave  Warwick ;  b-ame  me  not. 
The  love  1  bear  thy  g-iories,  prompts  my  tongue. 
But  in  this  troubfous  time  what  courfe  to  take  ? 
Say,  fhall  we  throw  away  our  coats  of  ftee), 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  foft  mourning  gowns ; 
Or  fliail  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Difplay  our  forrows  with  revengeful  arms? 

JVar.  Mourn  not'in  black ;  no !  kt  lis  mo-urn  in  blood. 
And  therefore  W  arv^  ick  came  to  feek  you  out. 
Attend  me,  Lords!  t!:e  proud  infulting  ueen 
With  CliiTord  2nd  the  hioh  Northumberland, 
Arc  at  the  head  of  thirty  thoufand  men. 
Now  if  vour  pow'rs  and  mine,  ai.d  thofe  of  Clarence, 
Make  up  but  half  the  number  of  this  hoft. 
To  meet  their  forces        we  march  along, 
And  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  the  Foe. 

Pack.  Ay,ncAV,melhinks, great V\  anvick  fpeaks agaiii. 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  funihine  day, 
That  cries-,  retreat —when  \\  ar\^  ick  bids  him  Hand  ! 

Edw.  Ah  1  Warwick,  cn  tliv  ihoulder  will  i  lean. 
And  when  thou  fail'lt — God  forbid  the  hour ! 
Muft  Edward  fall ! 

Warwick.       Now  Edward  ,Duke  of  York  : 
The  next  degree  is  England's  royal  throne. 
For  King  of  Erigland  ihalt  thou  be  proclaimed 
In  ev'ry  country  as  we  pafs  along ; 
And  he  that  calls  not  up  his  cap  with  joy, 
Sfall  for  th'  offence  make  forfeit  of  liis  head. 

Rich.  Then,  Ciitibrd,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  fleeJ, 
As  thou  hail  ihown  it  fiaity  by  thy  deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edward.  Now  will  1  raife  aioft  the  milk-white  rofe. 
With  whcfe  fwect  fme II  ihe  air  lhall  be  piTfam'd ; 
And  on  my  llandard  bear  the  armb  of  \  ork. 
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To  j^rapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafter, 
And  rer.d  the  crown  of  Kns;^land  from  his  brow, 
\\  hofe  feeble  fway  has  tarniih'd  all  its  luftre. 
Then  flrike  up  drams  :  God  and  St.  George  for  us! 

EfUer  a  Messenger. 

IFavv^ick.  How  now,  what  news? 

Mejjen^er.  Prepare  you,  noble  Lords ! 

The  Uuke  of  Clarence  fends  you  word  by  mc. 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  powerful  hoft  ; 
He  craves  your  company  for  fpcedy  counfel. 

Warwick.  Then  all  is  well : — brave  warriors,  let'^ 
away,  \Exemt. 

5  C  E  N  E    II.  York. 

Enter  Y^\^G  Henry,  the  Queen,  Prince  of 
Wales,  Clifford,  and  Somerset. 

Queen.  Welcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  brave  town  of  York, 
Yonder 's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy. 
That  fought  to  be  encompafs'd  with  your  crown. 
Does  not  that  objeft  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 

Kirig  Henry.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  thofe,  that  fear 
a  wreck. 

Tliis  fight,  believe  me,  pains  my  very  foul. 
Withhold  revenge,  O  God,  'twas  not  my  fault: 
Unwillingly  have  I  infringed  my  vow. 

C/ifford.  My  gracious  liege,  this  timelefs  lenity. 
And  dangVous  pity,  muft  be  laid  afide.  ' 
7o  w^hom  do  Lions  caft  their  gentle  looks? 
Not  to  the  beaft,  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  fting? 
Not  he,  who  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmallefl  worm  will  turn,  it  trodden  on. 
And  doves  thenifelves  will  peck,  to  guard  their  brood. 
Ambition  proT-pted  York  to  claim  thy  crown,  ■■ 
And  raife  his  offsprinij  to  the  throne  of  England. 
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Whilfl:  thou,  a  King,  and  bled  with  fudi  a  Ton, 
Couldft  tamely  yield  his  fair  inheritance  1 
Be  not  more  fenfelefs  than  the  fcather'd  race. 
Who,  in  proteclion  of  their  tender  ones. 
Make  fearlefs  war  v/ith  him,  that  climbs  their  neH, 
OfTring  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence. 
O  it  wcvQ  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lofehis  birthright  by  his  father*s  fault. 
Sweet  innocence  !  ah  look  on  this  dear  youth. 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifes 
Succefsful  fortune,  fieel  thy  melting  heart. 
To  bold  the  crown,  and  hold  it — for  his  fake  1 

K.  Henry.  Full  well  has  Clifford  play'd  the  orator. 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear 
lliat  the  mofl:  fplendid  crown  w^as  lin'd  with  tlioms? 
ni  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind. 
Ah,  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  i 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  price, 
As  brings  a  tlioufand  fol<i  more  care  to  keep. 
Than  in  pofTeflion  any  fliare  of  pleafure. — 
Ah,  coufm  York  !  would  thy  beft  friends  could  knotl^ 
How  my  heart  grieves  to  fee  thy  bleeding  head ! 

Queen,  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  fp'ritSj  our  foes 
are  nigh. 

And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. — 
You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  gracious  fon  : 
Unfheath  your  fword,  and  profper  Heav'n  the  deed! 

K.  Hemw  Edward  Planta^enet,  arife  a  knjjiht; 
And  learn  this  lefTon  :  draw  thy  fword  in  right ! 

Prince.  I'll  draw  it,  honor'd  father,  by  your  leave. 
As  heir  apparent  to  the  crown  of  England  : 
And  in  that  caufe  I'll  fhed  my  life's  warm  blood. 

Clifford.  O  mayft  thou  live,  to  lay  the  parching  duft. 
With  fliov^^'rs  of  blood  from  flaughter'd  enemies  ! 
O  may'ft  thou  emulate  thy  grandfire's  valor, 
Harry  of  Monmouth,  and  like  him  arife 
The  pride  of  England,  and  the  fcourge  of  France  I 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Afejl'en^er.  Royal  commandera,  be  in  roadincfs ! 
For  with  a  bai.d  ot  twentv  tlioufand  men 
Conges  W  arv\  ick,  bac  king  the  young  Di.ke  of  York. 
And  in  the  country,  as  tbcy  march  along, 
Proclaiinc.  him  King,  and  many  lly  to  him. 
Prepare  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  lords. 
And  knit  thieir  (inews  in  your  juft  deience. 
I  have  a  tho'tfard  fpirits  in  one  "reati. 
To  anf'.^er  twenty  ihoufand  fuch  as  York. 
Unlhealh  your  fwi)rd,  good  father,  cry  6/.  George ! 


END    OF    THE    FIRST  ACT, 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I.    A  field  of  battle  near  Tozvton  in  York/Jdre. 
Alarm  Excurfioni-^ — Fight, 

Enter  Warwick* 

SORE  fpent  with  toll,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
1  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe. 
For  ftrokes  receiv'd,  and  many  blows  repaid 
Have  robb'd  my  flrong  knit  fmews  of  th^jir  ftfength. 
And,  come  what  will,  needs  muft  I  reft  awhile. 

^.nter  Edward  running, 

Edward.  Smile,  gentle  heav  n,  or  ilrike>  unfriendly 
death  ! 

O  let  us  die,  or  nobly  gain  the  day. 

What  fatal  liar  malignant  frowns  from  heav'n 

Upon  the  houfe  of  York  1 

Enter  Clarence, 

Clarence.  Rouzc,  rouzc,  my  brother. 

Strais^ht  let  us  haftcn  to  the  field  a!G:ain, 
For  1  have  hope  we  ft  ill  Ihall  win  the  day. 
Then  let  us  back  to  checi  our  fainting  troops, 
Tlicy'll  foon  retreat,  if  we  defert  the  held. 

Edvj.  ITius  forely  chcck'd,  our  hope  is  Hat  defpair. 
Our  ranks  are  broken,  ruin  follows  us. 

IVar.  Who  talks  of  ruin  !  what  the  royal  Edvvflrd  ! 
Unmanly  wcaknefs,  hence  !  for  at  the  name 
Of  ruin  to  our  caufe,  a  thoufand  fwordg 

C  Sliall 
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Shall  from  their  fcabbards  leap,  at  Warwick's  call. 
Now  Richard,  how's  the  day: 

Richnrd,  (entering.)  Ah,  lucklcfs  day  ! 

Fitz- Walter,  leading  his  vifkorious  holl 
To  join  our  forces,  and  cnfufe  fucccfs,* 
By  Clifford's  army  was  furpriz'd  and  fell. 
And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cried: 
WarwickV revenge  my  death! — beneath  their  deeds, 
That  ilain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  blood,  he  died. 

IVar.  Then,  let  the  earth  be  fatiated  with  blood ! 

\_he  draws  his  fzvordy  and  riijhes  out  returning 

he  fays, 

Tve  killed  my  horfe,  hecaufe  I  would  not  fly.— 
Why  (land  we  like  loft -hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  loffes,  while  the  foe  purfues? 
And  tamely  look,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play'd  in  jell:  by  counterfeiting  dfl:6r§.^ 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  paufc  again,  I'll  ne'er  ftand  ftill, 
'Till  death  has  clos'd  thefe  eyes  in  endlefs  reft. 
Or  fortune  giv'n  me  meafure  of  revenge! 

Edzv.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  will  bend  my  knee  with  thine. 
And  in  this  vow^  will  chain  my  foul  to  thee ! 
Here,  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  my  eyes,  my  heart  to  Thee' 
Thou  fetter-up,  and  plucker  down  of  kings ! 
If  in  thy  counfels  of  unerring  \A  ifdam, 
Thou  haft  decreed  that  Edward  muft  be  conquer'd, 
O  let  the  everlaftinsr  gates  of  Heav'n 
Give  a  fweet  paffage  to  my  fmful  foul ! 
Now,  Lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again  1 
W'  here  e'er  it  be,  in  Heaven,  or  on  earth  ! 

Richard.   Brother,  give  me  thy  hand  :  and  nohXt 
Warwick, 

Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms  I 

I,  who  have  never  w^ept,  noiv  melt  with  woe. 

That  winter's  blaft  iiiOLild  v>  ither  thus  our  fpring. 

»  .-  Clarence^ 
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*  Clarence,  Hence  let's  proclaim  it,  Edward,  thro' 
the  hoU, 

That  thofe,  who  arc  the  prey  of  pale-fac'd  fear. 

And  dare  not  brave  the  hazard  of  the  fight. 

May  all  depart  in  fafety;  but  to  thofe, 

Whofe  hearts  are  true,  we'll  promife  fuch  rewards. 

As  viftors  wore  at  the  Olympic  gam.es. 

This  may  plant  courage  in  their  fainting  breafts. 

Away,  my  friends !  with  fuch  united  hearts. 

Now  may  we  hope  for  life  and  viciory. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.    Another  payt  of  the  field, 

E?(ciirfwns.^—  Enter  Richard  and  Clifford,  y*r(9/7i 

oppofite  fides, 

Richard.  Fortune !  thou  giv'fl;  me  all  that  I  could  alk, 
Lons:,  Clifford,  have  I  fin led  thee  alone. 
Now,  unrelenting  fiend,  this  arm  is  rais'd 
With  tenfold  vengeance,  for  my  father  York  ; 
And  this  for  my  fweet  Rutland!  bloody  wretch! 
Couldfi:  thou  then  murder  that  poor  harmlefs  child. 
That  trembled  under  thy  devouring  grafp  } 
His  lhade  now  hovers  o'er  thy  curled  head. 
As  a  dread  fury  to  torment  thy  foul ! 
Now  lhall  this  fw^ord  revenge  th'  inhuman  deed, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  wnth  a  brazen  wall ! 

Clifford.  Were  all  thy  brothers  here,  their  lives  and 
thine, 

Were  not  revenge  fufficlent  for  my  heart. 
This  is  the  hand,  that  llabb'd  thy  father  York ; 
And  this  the  hand,  that  flew  thv  brother  Rutland. 
/Vnd  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  deaths. 
And  nerves  my  arm  to  lay  thee  in  the  dult. 

\E\emt  fightin^^ 
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SCENE    III.     A  Camp. 

Enter  King  He>^ry. 

They  chid  me  from  the  battle:  for  my  Qlicen, 
And  Clifford  profper  befl:,  when  I  am  thence. 
Here,  in  the  camp,  I  wait  the  chance  of  war.——* 
O  God  of  battles  !  look  in  mercy  down  ! 
Ah  I  let  not  Euglirti  blood  manure  the  ground. 
And  ages  yet  unborn  lament  thcfe  broils  ! 
Ah  !  let  not  peace  go  fleep  w^ith  inlidels, 
And  in  this  happy  land  tumultuous  wars 
Make  one  dire  fcene  of  havock  and  diftrefsl 
O,  if  my  death  could  heal  thefe  bleeding  wounds. 
How  gladly  w^ould  I  lay  this  burden  down  ! 
Would  I  were  dead,  if  Heaven*s  high  \vill  were  fo; 
For  what  is  in  this  w'orldj,  fl|t  grief  and  care  ! 

0  God!  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life. 
To  be  no  greater  than  a  homely  fw*ain. 

1  hen  days  and  years  of  folitude  and  peace. 
Pall  over  to  the  end,  they  were  created. 
Would  bring  my  grey  hairs  to  a  quiet  grave. 
Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bufli  a  fweeter  lhade, 
To  Ihepherds  looking  on  their  playful  flieep. 
Than  can  a  rich  embroidered  canopy 

To  monarchs,  haunted  with  the  fprites  of  fear? 

Ah  me !  the  fhepherd's  curds  and  cold  thin  drink, 

His  wonted  fleep  beneath  the  beechen  (hade. 

Are  far  beyond  a  Prince's  delicacies  ; 

His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 

His  body  lying  on  a  downy  bed. 

When  care,  miftruft,  and  treafon,  break  his  reft. 

\^Alarm  at  a  dijlance. 

Enter  a  Sox,  iearmg  his  dead  father. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind,  that  profits  nobody.— 
This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 
'May  be  poflefs'd  of  a  large  ftore  of  crowns:— 

And 
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And  I,  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now. 
May  \  ct,  ere  night,  yield  both  my  life  and  them. 
Ah,  fad  fuccclTion  by  the  chance  of  war! — 

Who's  this?  ()  God,  it  is  my  father's  face. 

Whom  in  this  civil  conHift  I  have  kill'd. 
O  barbVous  times,  producing  fuch  events  ! 

0  my  dear  father !  thou  haft  giv'n  me  life. 
And,  by  my  hands,  I  rob  thee  of  thy  breath  ! 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  1  did : 
And  pardon,  father,  for  1  knew  thee  not ! 

My  tears  lliall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks: 

1  can  no  more — 'till  they  have  fiovv'd  their  fill. 

K.  Henry,  O  piteous  fpeft^icle  1  O  bloody  times  ! 
While  Lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens. 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  ^bide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear  ; 
My  heart,  like  thine,  is  overcharged  with  grief 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  my  father's  death. 
Vent  all  her  forrow  on  my  guilty  head  ! — 
Now  all  the  world  is  a^ blank  WMldemefs, 
Where  nothing  grows  but  thorns  of  mifery. 
To  fting  my  haplefs  breaft. 

K,  Henry.  Alas  !  my  country 

Can  ne'er  forgive  the  authors  of  thefe  woes ! 

Son.  Did  ever  fon  fo  weep  a  father's  death ! 

K,  Henry.  You  but  lament  a  father  flain  in  battle, 
I  mourn  the  death  of  thoufands  of  my  fubjeQs. 

bon.  Thefe  arms,  alas  !  lhall  be  thy  winding  (heet. 
My  heart  will  break,  and  be  thy  fepulchre. 
Fiom  my  fad  foul  thy  image  ne'er  iliall  part. 
My  limbing  breaft  ihall  be  thy  fun'ral  knell. — 
ril  bear  thee  hence,  and  fill  thy  grave  with  tears. 

[£v./  with  the  body. 

K.  Henry.  Lightof  the  fun,  why  fliia'ft  thou  ftillou  mc ! 
I  aiH  the  caufe  of  thefe  enormities! 
O  let  me  hide  my  forrows  and  my  (hame ! 
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^^•n».~*£;;/6^r  THE  Queen,  Prince  of  Wales, 

Y7?/J •  ^JOM'ERSE  r. 

T-yhue,,  FJy,  father,  fly,  for  all  your  friends  are  fled. 
And  \\  arwiciv  rages  like  a  chafed  hull. 
Clifford,  1  fear,  the  valiant  Clifford's  falTn. 
Away,  dear  father;  death  purfues  our  fteps  ! 

K.  Henry,  Yes,  1  can  fiy  from  Warwick,  and  from 
death  ; 

But  who  can  lend  me  wings  to  fiy  from  grief? 

Queeji.  This  is  no  time  for  feeble  lamentation! 
Hence,  hence,  my  Lord,  tow'rds  Berwick  fpeed  away.— 
Edward  and  Richard,  fiulli'd  with  vidory, 
\\  ith  fiery  eyes,  that  fparkle  for  revenge, 
And  bloody  lieel  grafp'd  in  their  wrathful  hands. 
Are  at- our  backs.    Hence  !  only  flight  can  fave  us. 

Somerfet.    Away — lor  vengeance  marches  in  their 
train — 

Nayft  ay  not  to  expoflulate— O  fly  ! 
K,  Henry.  Would  i  could  fly  to  everlafdng  refl  ! 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter  Clifford  'wounded, 

Clifford.  Here  burns  my  candle  out,  ev'n  here  it  dies. 
While  ftill  it  blaz'd,  it  gave  King  Henry  light. 
A.h,  Lancafter  \  1  fear  thy  overthrow, 
More  than  my  body  s  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  had  gain'd  thee  many  friends; 
But  now  my  fall  gives  tlrength  to  haughty  York. 
The-  common  people  fwarm  like  fummer  flies  \ 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats  but  to  the  fun? 
Aviid  Vvho  fliines  now,  but  Henry's  enemy  ? 
O  Phoebus,  liadfi:  thou  never  giv*n  confent. 
That  Pliaeton  Ihould  check  thy  fiery  fteeds. 
Thy  burning  car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth. 
And  Henrv,  hadil  th.ou  govern'd  ii^:ea  king. 
Giving  no  footing  to  the  houfe  of  York, 
7 hey  never  tlicn  had  fprung  like  fummer  flies. 
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I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  haplefs  realm, 

Had  left  no  widows  mourning  for  our  deaths,  i' 

And  thou  this  day  hadft  kept  thy  crown  in  peace. 

But  ah,  complaints  are  fruitlefs- — here  I  hill.  — 

My- wounds  are  paft  all  cure — No»  way  to  fly. — 

I  have  not  ftrength  to  rulli  among  the  foe. 

And  make  thefe  limbs  a  rampart  for  my  friends. — 

The  lofs  of  blood — alas — has  made  me  faint   > 

\  falls. 

Come,  York,  come  Richard,  Warwick,—— 

and  the  reft  

I  ftabb'd  your  fathers'  bofoms, — ^pierce  my  heart. 

.  \J)ies. 

FlcuriJJi  Enter  Edward,  Clarence,  Richard, 

War.wjck,  a^d  Attendants. 

Edward.    Thus  far  our  "for tune-  keeps  a  glorious  • 
courfe  ; 

And  crowns  our  heads  with  wreaths  of  viftorv. 
Here  paufe  we,  Lords  !  ev'n  in  the  enemy's  camp. 
Yet  let  fome  troops  purfue  the  haughty  Queen, 
7  hat  led  calm  Henry,  tho'  he  were  a  king. 
As  a  proud  fail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  guft. 
Commands  an  argofy  to  ftem  the  waves. 
But  who  lies  here,  mark'd  with  a  bloody  rofe? 

We  war  not  with  the  dead  the  battle  o'er, 

Tho'  once  our  foe,  let  him  be  gently  us'd. 

Richard.  Revoke  that  doom  of  m ere y,-*--.— -if or  'tis 
Clifford, 

Who,  not  contented  to  have  Iop}:)'d  the  branch. 
In  hewing  Rutland,  when  his  leaves  were  budding. 
Set  to  the  very  root  his  murd'ring  knife. 

And  flew  our  father  :        by  this  hand  he  fell ; 

Meafure  for  meafure  have  1  anfwvr'd  ftill. 

Edzvard.  Is  this  that  fcreech-owl  fatal  to  our  houfe, 
Whofe  notes  brought  death,  and  deep  calamity. 

Richard.  His  meafure 's  fall  -for  now  the  flow- 
ing blood 

Stifles 
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Stlfiv^s  the  villain,  whole  unflanchecl  thirft 
York  and  fvvcct  Rutiaiid  coa!d  not  fatisfy. 

PVurvJuk  Remove  him  hence — off  u  ith  the  trai- 
ler's head, 

And  D-ace  it,  where  yo\ir  honored  father's  ftands.- — 
An  I  liOw  to  London,  with  triumphant  ?^mrch, 
To  place  the  crown  of  Elijrland  on  your  head  ! 
Fro.n  ihcnce  lhall  Warwick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 
To  aik  the  King's  fair  fiftor  for  your  Qujcn. 
So  fliail  you  linew  both  thefe  lands  together; 
Ai^^  ha.vin'i-  France  your  friend,  you  fhcill  not  dread 
*i  he  Icatter'd  foe,  that  (lopes  to  rife  again. 
Say,  lhall  this  marriage  picafe  our  royal  lord  ? 

Edward,   E'en  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick,  let 
it  be.  

For  on  thy  llioiildcr  do  I  build  my  feat   

\VafWiclv  and  happincfii  ihall  ftiil  be  mine. 

[Exemt, 


END   OF    THE   SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE    I.     A  chafe  in  the  North  of  England. 

Enter  Sinklo  and  Humphrey,  tvkh  Iwivs  and 

arrozvs. 

Sinkie* 

UNDER  tiiis  tliick-grown  brake  we'll  lliroud 
ourfeives. 

For  thro*  this  lawn  anon  the  deer  will  come: 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  ftand. 
To  cull  the  bcft  and  fattcfl:  of  the  deer. 

Humphrey.  I'll  llay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  mayflioot. 

Sinklo.  That  muft  not  be:  the  noife  of  thy  crofs-bow 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  Ihot  is  loft. 
Here  ftand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. — • 
And,  that  the  time  may  not  appear  too  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 
In  the  fame  place,  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Humphrey.  Here  comes  a  man  -let^s  ftay  till  he 

be  paft. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  have  I  ftorn,  ^'eil  of  pure 
love, 

And  thus  difguis'd,  to  vifit  my  own  land. — 

No,  Harry,  Harry  :— ^*tis  no  land  of  thine. 

Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  fccplre  wrung  from  thee. 

The  Lalm  wafli'd  oft^,  with  which  thou  waft  arointed. 

No  bCJiding  knee  will  call  thee  Citfar  now, 

D  No 
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No  humble  fuilors  prefl".  to  afk  relief  — 

O  Heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fatr, 

And  fee  the  revolutions  of  the  times 

Mnke  mountains  level,  and  the  continent, 

Wearv  of  folid  firmncfs,  melt  itfelf 

Into  the  fca  ;  at  other  times,  to  view 

The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 

Too  wide  for  Neptune's  wdift : — how  chances  mock. 

And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

With  diff'rent  liquors  1  O  if  this  were  feen. 

The  happieft  youth,  that  faw  his  progrefs  thro'. 

What  dangers  and  what  crolTes  to  enfue  ; — 

W^ould  Ihut  the  book,  and  fit  liim  down,  and  die. 

SlnkJo.  Ay,  here's  a  deer,  whofc  fkin's  a  keeper's  fee. 
This  is  the  former  king ;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  embrace  thefc  four  adverfities :  : 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  the  will  of  He^iv'n. 

Humphrey.  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon 
him. 

Shk/o.  Forbear  awhile  :  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
A''.  Henry.  My  Queen  to  France  is  fped  to  fue  for 

And,  as  I  hear,, the  great  commanding  W^arwick 

Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  King's  filler 

To  wife  for  Edward.    If  this  news  be  true. 

Poor  Mrfrgaret,  your  labor  is  but  loft. 

For  War^vick  is  a  fubtle  or tor. 

And  Lewis  a  prince  foon  won  with  moving  words.— 

Ah!  is  he  fo  !  then  Margaret  may  win  him. 

Her  fifths  will  ftorm  the  battery  of  his  breafl  ; 

Her  tears  wnll  pierce  into  a  marole  heart. 

Tlic  tyger  \yill  be  gentle,  while  fne  mourns. 

A  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  rcmorfe, 

To  hear  her  nooans,  and  fee  her  trickling  tears. 

Ay,  but  fhe  comes  to  beg,  and  W^arwick  offers! 

She  weeps  and  fays,  her  Henry  is  depos'd  ; 

He  fiiiiles  and.  fays,  his  Edward  is  enthron'd. 

Thus  Warwick  tells  his  title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

And 
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And  in  conclufion  wins  the  King  from  her. 
To  ftrengthen  and  fnpport  his  Edward's  caufe. 

Humphrey.  Say,  what  art  thou,  that  talkTt  of  Kings 

and  Queens  ? 
K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was 
born  to !  ' 
A  man  at  leaft,  and  more  I  cannot  be. 
Men  fure  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  T  ? 

Humphrey,  Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  ihou  werta  king. 
K.  Henry,  Why,  fo  I  am,  in  mind;  and  that  s  enough. 
Humphrey.   But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy 
crow^n  ? 

K.  Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head. 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds,  or  with  Indian  Hones, 
Nor  to  be  feen.    My  crown  is  call'd  content  : 
A  crown  it  is,  that  feldom  kings  enjoy. 

Humphrey.  Well,  fir,  if  you  be  thus  crown'd  with 
content,  ' 

Here  is  the  trial :  you  muft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us  ;  for  we  fufpecl: 
You  are  the  King,  whom  Edward  has  depos'd. 
And  we,  his  fubjefts,  fworn  in  all  allegiance, 
VV^ill  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Henry.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an 
oath  ? 

Humphrey.  No,  never  fuch  an  oath ;  nor  will  we  now. 
K.  Henry.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  King 
of  England? 

Humphrey,  in  the  fame  country,  where  now  Edward 
reigns. 

K.  Henry.  You  fure  forget,  I  was  anointed  king  ; 
And  that  you  fwore  allegiance  to  my  perfon  ! 
Then  tell  me,  have  you  not  forfworn  yourfelves  ? 

Sink/o.  No,  we  were  fubjefts  but  while  you  were 
King. 

K.  Henry.  Wliy,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  and 
walk.? 

Look,  as  1  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 

D  2  Which 
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V,  hich  bv  the  air,  is  blown  to  me  ajain, 

Commiauled  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 

Such  is  the  liglitnefs  of  ir.conilant  man. — • 

But  break  vour  oaths  no  lon^^cr :  ot  that  fin 

My  miUl  entreaty  fliall  not  make  yon  guilty. 

Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fliall  be  commanded. 

And  be  you  kinji^s  :  command,  1  will  obev. 

Sinklq.        charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the 
K'ng^S 

To  go  with  us  to  Edward's  officers. 

K.  Henry,  In  God's  name  lead  :  your  King  ihall  \w 
obc\  *d  ; 

And  what  God  will,  if }  our  King  will  perform, 
To  that  high  will  I  bow  with  relignation. 

S  C  E  N  E  IL  Landui, 

Enter  Clarence  and  Richard, /;w  oppojite fuks, 

Richard.   Clarence,  what  means  that  difcontv'uted 
look  ? 

Why  fits  diftruH  on  thy  dejeiled  brow  ? 
Say,  docs  not  fortune  iirew  our  paths  with  flow  rs  ? 
Do  not  thefe  walls  refound  with  Ihouts  of  triumph  ? 
Arwd  does  not  Edward  reign  ? 

Clarence.  Truft  me,  thefe  triumphs 

Will  foon  be  chang'd  to  war,  defeat  and  ruin. — 
'Ihou  know'ft  tliat  Warwick  at  the  court  of  France,  . 
Wooes  the  king's  fifter  for  our  brother's  queen. 

Richard.   Say  t-n. 

Clarence.  That  morn,  which  rofe  array'd  in  fmiles. 
Now  frownin":  leads  a  feartul  day  of  ftorms.— 
From  woman,  fwcetner  ot  the  ills  of  life. 
From  woman,  fource  of  evVy  blifs  on  earth. 
From  woman,  lovely  woman,  fprings  our  woe, 

Richard.  Marry,  1  guefs  tltc  fequel.   Edward's  heart. 
Soft  as  the  tair  complexion  ot  a  woman, 
Melts  at  the  llightefr  glance  from  beauty's  eye. 
I  am  prepar'd  to  hear. 

Clarence. 
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Ciarsnce.  The  Lady  Grey, 

Wliofe  Lord  for  Henry  at  St.  Albans  fell, 
And  loll  his  rich  domains,  at  Edward's  feet, 
A  lovely  fnppiiant,  for  her  orphan  babes 
Iniplor'd  the  reftoration  of  her  lands. 
As  fun  beams  pafling  thro'  the  drops  of  rain 
With  warmer  luftre  dart  their  fiery  force. 
So  thro'  her  tears  her  beauty's  powerful  ray 
Shot  keener  fiames  into  the  heart  of  Edward. 
He  look'd,  he  liften'd,  gaz'd  his  foul  away. 
And  made  a  tender  of  dilhoneft  love. 
Claiming  her  beauties  for  her  hufband's  lands. 
With  all  the  majefty  of  honor,  fhe 
Spurn'd  the  fcducer,  and  forgot  her  fuit. 
But  oh  !  the  pow'r  ot  heav'nly  purity  ! 
Beauty  but  charm'd,  her  chaftity  fubdu'd  him. 
Scorning  the  policies  of  royal  rank, 
The  embaffy  of  Warwick,  and  the  claims 
Of  a  French  princefs  to  his  proffer'd  hand, 
♦  He  woo'd  the  Lady  Grey  with  virtuous  fuit, 
And  laid  his  crown  and  fortunes  at  her  feet. 

Richard*    Thus  Edward  has  two  wives  !  but  while 
with  one 

He  revels  in  the  fweets  of  love,  the  other 
Will  fend  forth  Warwick  to  avenge  her  wrongs. 
Thus  Marg'ret  comes  with  new  fupplies  from  France, 
To  fliake  the  throne  of  Edward. — 

Enter  Messenger. 

What's  the  news  ? 
Mejjenger,  My  gracious  lords,  vour  enemy  is  taken, 
Henry  is  brought  a  pris'ner  to  the  Tow'r. 

Richard.  Thus  far  'tis  well. — Would  Marg  ret  too 
were  there  ! 

MeJJenger.  My  Lord  of  Clarence,  *tis  his  Highnelb' 
pleafure, 

That  you  conduft  his  Queen  to  Reading  Abbey, 
Where  the  Court's  now  ailembled* 

Cuvence 
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Chirence,  I  obey.    \Ex,  MeJJ. 

Edward  will  there  proclaim  her  as  IVis  Queen. 
He  means,  at  leaft,  to  ufe  her  honorably. 

[Exit. 

Richard.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  women  honorably. 
Would  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all ; 
That  from  his  flock  no  hopeful  branch  may  fi)ring. 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for. — 
And  yet,  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 
Beiides  the  honorable  Edward's  race, 
Are  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  fon,  young  Edward  ! 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  1  can  place  myfelf. 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe  ! 
Why  then  I  do  but  dream  on  fovereignty, 
Like  one,  that  fiands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  fpies  afar  a  fliore  where  he  would  tread ; 
Wifliing  his  foot  were  equal  to  his  eye, 
And  chides  the  fea,  that  funders  him  from  thence. 
Well,  fay  there  is  no  kinj^dom  then  for  Richard. — 
What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  afford  ? 
I'll  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 
And  witch  fwect  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 
O  miferable  thoui^nt !  and  more  unlikely. 
Than  to  accomplifli  twenty  golden  crow^ns ! 
Whv,  love  forfwore  me  in  my  mother's  womb ; 
And,  to  exclude  me  from  his  partial  rites, 
He  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  a  bribe. 
To  fhrink  my  arm  up  like  a  Avither'd  Ihrub ; 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 
Where  fits  deformity  to  mock  my  body  ; 
To  fliape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize  y 
To  difproportion  me  in  every  part. 
And  am  1  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd ! 
O  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  hope  ! 

A. 

Ilien,  hnce  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 
But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  fuch 
As  are  of  better  perfon  than  myfelf; 
ril  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  crown— 
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And  when  I  wake,  t'  account  this  world  but  hell, 

*Till  this  mifhapen  trunk's  afpiring  head 

Be  circled  with  a  trlorious  diadem. — 

Thus  I  torment  myfelf  to  win  the  crown  ; 

But  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf ; 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murder  while  I  fmile  ; 

And  cry  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  hearty 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions. 

ril  drown  more  failors  then  the  mermaid  fliall ; 

ril  flay  more  gazers  than  the  bafilifk ; 

I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nelior  ; 

Deceive  more  (lily  than  L'lyffes  could. 

And  like  a  Sinon  take  another  Troy. , 

I  can  add  colors  to  the  cameleon  ; 

Change  fliapes  with  Proteus  for  advantages, 

And  fend  the  murd'rous  Catafine  'to  fchooL 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  gct  a  crown  ? 

Tut,  were  it  further  off,  I'd  pluck  it  down. 

{Exit. 


END   OF    THE   THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 


S  C  E  N  E    I.     A  Palace. 

Enter  Edwatid,  Clarence,  aiid 
Hastings. 

Echvard. 

GIVE  me,  O  God,  a  heart  of  gratitude, 
For  thou  hall:  giv*n,  in  this  angelic  Queen, 
A  world  of  earthly  blcflings  to  my  foul ! 

Enter  Richard. 

Brother  of  Glocefter,  how  like  you  our  choice  ? 
That  you  feem  penfive,  as  if  difcontented. 

Richard.  As  well  as  Lewis,  or  the  Earl  of  Warwick) 
Who  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment. 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

Edward.    Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a 
caufe  

They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick — -I  am  Edward, 
Your  King  and  Warwick's,  and  muft  have  my  will. 
Richard.  And  you  iliall  have  your  will,  becaufe  ouf 
King. 

Yet  hafty  marriages  prove  ftldom  well. 

Edward,  Richard,  are  you  offended  too? 

Richard,  Not  L 

No, — God  forbid,  that  I  fhould  wifli  them  feverM, 
Whom  God  has  join'd  together--~and  'twere  pity 
To  fundcr  thofe,  that  yoke  fo  well  together. 

Edivard,  Setting  your  fcorns,  and  your  diflike  afide. 

Tell 
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Tell  mc  fome  reafon,  why  the  Lady  Grey 
Should  not  be  worthy  to  be  Queen  of  Engi2n\i. 

Richard.  Then  this  is  my  opinion-— noble  \^  arwick, 
]Vlock'd  and  diflionoi  'd  in  his  emba^fv. 
Will  turn  his  ar.n^  agaiiift  you  •  and  Ki:  5  Lewis, 
Whofe  filler  is  difgrac'd  in  this  new  iriarrir^qe. 
Will  join  with  Margaret  and  invade  our  coui.try. 

Edzvard.  Away  with  thefe  fu^picions — fear  th;.m  not. 
England,  the  nurfe  of  ev  ry  bold  emprife, 
Secur'd  by  valor,  laughs  at  foreign  force. 
Inthron'd  in  the  affe£lions  of  my  fubjefts, 
I  fcbrn  invafion — and  defy  the  world  I 

Richard,   Yet,  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  this 
alliance. 

Had  been  a  ftronger  bulwark  to  our  houfe 

'Gail  ft  foreign  dangers,  than  this  home-bred  niarrias^e. 

Haftings.  And  knows  notGlofter  then,  that  of  licr'cif 
England  is  fafe,  if  in  herfelf  united. 

Richard.  She  would  be  fafer,  were  flie  back'd  with 
France. 

Hajlhigs.  Tis  better  ufmg France,  than  trufting  France ! 
Let  us  be  backed  with  God,  and  with  the  feas, 
V\  hich  he  has  giv'n  for  fence  impregnable; 
And  with  our  ihlps  alone  defend  our  coafts  : 
In  them  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lies.— — — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ed'wnrd,  Now  fay,  what  letters,  or  what  news  from 
France  r" 

Mejjenger.  My  fovVeign  liege,  no  letters;  aiid  few 
words  ; 

But  fuch  as  I,  without  your  fpccial  pardon. 
Dare  not  relate. 

Edzvard.  Go  to — tell  me  their  words. 
What  anfvver  makes  King  Lewis  to  our  letters? 

Mejjmger.  At  my  departure,  fuch  his  a  fwer  was  : 
"Go  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  pretended  King, 

«  That 
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"  Tliat  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  ma(kers, 
"  1o  revel  it  wirh  him,  and  his  new  bride!'* 

Edward.  Is  he  fo  brave  ?  perhaps  he  thinks  me  Henry. 
But  what  faid  Ladv  Bora  to  my  marriage  ? 

J\,tjjejtj^er.  "  Tell  him,  in  hopes  he'll  pii.vc  a  widowV 
"  fliortly, 

"  I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake." 

Edward.  I  blame  not  her  :  flie  could  fay  little  lefs; 
For  (lie  was  wrong'd.    But  what  faid  H  :nry's  Queen? 

J^IeJfcngcr.  "  Tell  him,"  faid  (he,  "  my  mourning 
"  weeds  arc  o'er, 
**  And  I  fhall  foon  rcfume  mv  royal  robes." 

Edward.  But  what  faid  Warwick  to  thefe  iniurics? 

Aicjfenger.  He,  more  incens'd  againfl:  your  Majefty 
Tlian  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words: 
"  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  has  wrong'd  his  friend, 
"  And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere  'tis  long." 

Edward.  Ha !  durfi;  the  traitor  breathe  fuch  haughty 
words ! 

He  fliall  have  war,  and  pay  for  his  prefumption. 
Is  V\  anvick  rcconcil'd  with  Margaret? 

M^Jjenger.  Ay,  gracious  Sov'reign,  they're  fo  link'd 
in  friendfl^iip, 

That  your  g  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 

Edward,  Ah  !  then,  I  lee  the  dorm  is  gathering  faft ; 
Yet  I  am  arm'd  againfl  the  worft  event. 
My  Lord  of  Ha  Rings,  quickly  raife  our  forces  ; 
And  pitch  n  y  tent ;  tor  in  the  field  this  night 
I  mean  to  reft,  and  early  in  the  morning 
I'll  march  to  meet;  proud  Warwick,  ere  he  land 
Tbofe  ftraggling  troops,  that  he  has  rais'd  in  France. 

[£.v/>  Hastings* 
Now  Clarence,  Richard,  will  you  leave  me  too  r 
Or  huT)'  difcontent  in  loyalty, 
And  be  the  firmeft  pillars  of  tl>e  ftate? 

Richard.  Well  you  drferve  to  fuffer.    If  tills  blow- 
Were  only  aim'd  at  you,  I'd  not  repel  it. 
But  when  I  fc*  France  arm'd  againft  my  country. 

My 
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My  patriot  heart  beats  hi^h  in  honor's  caufe. 
Sooner  fliall  Henry  fhare  the  crown  wlrh  Vork, 
And  the  white  rofe  be  with  the  red  entwin'd, 
Tlian  France  ihall  plant  her  lilies  in  our  Sslds. 
So  God  help  Richard,  as  he  faithful  proves. 

CIa-^e7icc,  This  throne  of  patriot  kings,  this  fcepter'd  ifle 
This  fcene  of  Majcfly,  this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  earthly  paradife, 
This  fortrefs,  built  by  nature  for  herfelf,  ^  J 

Againft  the  blaft  of  elemental  wars  ; 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  fiiver  fea. 
This  bleffed  fpot,  this  teeming  womb  of  heroes 
Fear'd  for  their  deeds,  and  famous  for  their  valor. 
For  Chriftian  virtues,  and  fair  chivalry  ; 
England  lhall  never  lioop  to  foreign  powV, 
'Till  by  dilTention  flie  enflave  herfelf 
Edward,  command  my  fervice,  and  my  life. 

Edward.  O  my  dear  brothers,  ftrengthen'd  by  your 
love, 

I  fear  not  Warwick,  and  his  rafh  invafion. 
Prepare  our  forces  :  to  my  tent  I'll  hie. 

[Eseiint, 

SCENE  II.  WarzmckJJiirt. 

5;//^^  Warwick,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

Oxford.  Truft  me,  r.y  I^rd,  all  hitherto  go?s  well. 
The  people  flock  by  thoufands  to  our  ftandard. 

IVarzvick.  We  muft  ftrikc  quickly  the  dccifive  blow. 
Soon  as  night  fpreads  her  mantle  o'er  the  (kles. 
We  lhall  attempt  to  feize  on  Edward's  pcrfon. 
Our  fpies  already  have  explored  the  ground. 
And  found  that  he  lies  carelefsly  encamp'd. 
His  foldi'TS  lurking  in  the  neighb'ring  towns : 
While  he,  attended  by  a  fi  nple  guard. 
May  be  furpris'd,  and  taken  at  our  plcafurc. 
As  once  UlyfTos,  and  brave  Oiomede 
With  lilent  valor  ftole  to  Rhefus  tents. 
And  brought  from  thence  the  'fhiacian  fatal  ftccds  ^ 

E  2  So 
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So  we^  rrr.bofoni'd  i.i  :hc  ni^^ht^s  black  veil, 
May  unpcr  ^l^•'d  beat  down  tb*  unwary  gti^rd. 
And  fcize  th   l^ditluefs  Edwai  i!  :-T-but  my  jVitads, 
VV'bilc  ft  -d'aft  v/e  p  irfac  our  juf:  rcvcijt^c, 
To  tear  the  crown  from  his  ui.v»-orlby  brow, 
Prefv  rve  his  life.  O  h  t  the  rav:»  ol  'uftice 
Be  teniper'd  l^y  the  gentle  dew  of  mercy. 
Humanity  is  valor's  d  arcll:  bad^rc. 
But  come — the  nii^lit  hex  ftb'e  curtain  draws. 
With  filent  fpeed  we'll  fteal  to  Edward's  camp. 

[Exeunf. 

SCENE    III.      Edzvmd's  C.mp. 

£ /^T  Tw  o  Sentinels* 

Firll  Seunrel.  'I  he  night  is  cL  s'd:  come,  let  us  take 
our  ftand. 

The  King  ere  this  has  fet  him  down  to  deep. 

Secoud  Sentinel.  What !  will  lie  not  to  bed? 

Firjt  Sentinel,  He's  made  a  vow , 

Ne'er  to  lie  down,  to  take  his  nat'ral  rcfl, 
'Ti!l  Warwick  or  himfelf  lhail  ilecp  in  death. 

Second  SentineL  To-morrow  then,  belike,  lhall  be  the 
day, 

If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  'tis  reported.  ■■' 
But  tell  me,  wherefore  iliould  tlie  King  command, 
Thai  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towi  s  about  him,^ 
While  he  himfelf  remains  in  the  cold  field  ? 

Firjl  Sentinel.  There  is  more  honor,  for  there  is  more 
danger. 

Second .  Sentinel.   It  may  be  fo, — -but  give  me  quiet 
fafcty, 

I  like  it  better  than  a  dang'rous  honor. 

If  Warwick  knew  how  Edward  is  encnmpM, 

This  poft  of  honor  would  foon  be  a  prifon. 

Fi^jf  SerJ-uel.  But  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  his  ro}'til 
tent. 

But  to  defend  him  fronv  his  nightly  foes  ? 

Enter 
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Warwick,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 
ff^anvick.  Tiiii  is  his  tent,  and  fee,  where  iland  hig 
guard. 

Come,  ieilo^v-foldlers  honor  now  or  never  ! 

}3ut  follow  me,  ai.d  Edward  flial!  be  ours.  ' 
Fh'J  S-entineL  Wiio*s  there— ^ who  goes  there  ? 
Sdcond  Seut'nel.  Slav,  gr  eJfe  thoa  cheft  ! 

\^All  fFaiZvick's  pcrty  cry  out  lVarzvick'\  and  fet 
upon  the  fentimhy  ivhofly,  crying  :  "  aryn^  arm^ 
I Varwick ! ' ' — IVarwick ,<^c.  enter  Edward's  tent .] 

^Driims . —  Trumpets,-  Evter  W a  R  w  i  c  k  ,  O x  r  o  R  d , 

S^c.  brin^in^  iiD\VARD  out. 

IVarwkk  Let  the  reft  go  in  fafety. — Here's  the  Duke. 
Edzijard   ihc  Duke  !  ah  Warwick,  w4ien  we  parted 
iaft, 

Thou  cairdft  me  Fving.— - 

I'Varzvick.  The  cafe  is  altered  now, 

When  you  difgrac^d  me  in  my  embafiy, 
I  fwore  I  would  degrade  you  from  your  kingdom. 
And  come  to  ncw^-creatc  you  Duke  of  York. — 
Alas  !  how  fliould  vou  govern  fuch  a  king-dom. 
Who  know  not  how  to  ufe  ambafiadors. 
Or  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife, 
Or  how  to  ftudy  for  your  people's  good  I 

Edzvard.   Yet,  Warwick,  know,   in  fpite  of  all 
mifcliance, 
Of  thee  thyfelf,  and  thy  afpiring  friends, 
Edward  will  always  bear  liim  like  a  King. 
ITio*  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  ftate, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

^Varzvick.  Then  in  his  mind  be  Kdward  England's 
Kir^gl 

But  Henry  now  lliall  wear  the  Engliili  crow-n, 
Vnd  have  the  fubllance— keep  tliou  Hill  the  lliadow. 
My  Loid  of  Oxford — fee  that  the  Duke  L'.dward 
Be  qaick  convcy'd  into  a  place  of  fafety ; 


Mean 
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Meantime  Til  free  King  Henry  from  his  prifon. 
And  fee  him  feated  on  tl^.c  regal  throne. 

; Exit  Warvvick.  . 
Edvmrd,  Thus  are  my  bloflbms  blafted  in  the  bud. 

And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away.  

But  I  will  foon  fliake  off  captivity. 
Or  fell  my  honors  for  a  glorious  grave. 

\Exity  guarded  by  Ox  ford  and  Soldiers. 

SCENE     IV.  ATark, 

Enter  Richard  and  Hastings. 

Richard.    Wonder  not,  Haftings,  why  I  draw  you 
-  hither 

Int^  the  fecret  thicket  6f  the  park. 

W  iihin  yon  caftle  Edward  is  confined ; 

But  oft,  attended  by  the  llighteft  guard, 

Comes  hunting  this  way  to  divert  himfelf. 

I  fliaii  advife  hmi  by  fome  fecret  means, 

lhat  I  have  gain'd  the  huntfmen  to  our  caufe. 

Who  Unfufpectv-d  will  convey  him  fafe, 

W  here  wfth  Iwift  courfers  we  fhall  take  our  fland. 

And  give  him  back  to  liberty  and  honor. 

Enter  Two  Huntsmen. 

Richard,   My  trufty  friends,  well  met  have  you 

fccur'd 

A  fit  occafion  for  my  brother's  rtfcue  r 

Firfl  Hiintfman.  He  is  this  night  committed  to  our 
care. 

Soon  as  the  fun  fliall  feek  the  weftcrn  fky, 
We  un perceived  lhall  ileal  along  the  wood. 
And  fafe  conduct  him  to  the  place  appointed. 
Already  he's  apprized  of  our  intent, 
And  to  vour  loV'e  commends  his  libertv. 

R  chard,  lb  you  he  owes  his  fr;cdom  and  his  life. 
Say,  how  can  he  reward  fuch  fei  Vic«*s  r 

Second 
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Second  Hunt  [man.  We  give  him  freedom,  but  we  riik 
our  life. 

Sliould  Lancafter  prevail,  our  doom  is  feal'd. 
Hencefonh  w^e'll  ihare  your  fortunes. 

Richard.  r  ear  us  not. 

Vigors  or  vanquifli'd  we*ll  ne'er  prove  ungrateful. 
Your  word  is  paft :  we'll  wait  th'  appointed  hour. 

[ExewJ  on  different  fides, 

-SCENE    V.    London-- A  Palace. 

KiKG  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Warwick, 
Somerset  and  Lords. 

Henry.  O  Warwick,  under  God,  thy  powerful 
hands 

Have  fliaken  Edward  from  the  regal  feat. 

And  turn'd  my  captive  flate  to  li'^erty, 

My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrow  into  joy  ! 

And  now,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpite. 

And  that  the  people  of  Uiis  bleiTcd  land 

May  not  be  puniflied  by  my  adverfe  liars, 

Warwick,  although  my  head  ftiil  wears  the  crown. 

Into  thy  hands  I  h  re  commit  the  ftate. 

For  fortune  waits  fubmjlhve  on  thv  will. 

IVarwick.    Your  Grace  has  dill  been  fam'd  for 
virtuous  deeds. 
And  wifdom  now  adds  luftre  to  your  virtues. 
Yet  cannot  Edv^^ard  wield  the  fword  of  flate  ? 

Prince  hdward.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of 
the  fway. 

To  whom  the  hcav'ns  at  thy  nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch,  a^d  laurel  crown, 
Equal  in  glory  or  in  peace  or  war. 

Jl.  Henry.  Warwick,  and  l^dward,  join  in  hand  and 
heart. 

That  no  diffenfion  blaft  our  future  hope, 
I  make  you  borh  Prot^  ftors  of  this  land. 
While  I  win  lead  a  private  live  in  peace. 

And 


^1  T  H  E     R  O  S  E  5, 

And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days, 
To  iove  my  coumry,  and  my  God  adore! 

E}:/er  a  Messenger. 

Wariiitck.  V.'hat  nev/s,  mv  friend  ? 

IS'kJTenger.  11  at  Edward  is  efcap'd. — 
He  was  convey 'd  by  Richard  Duke  of  Closer, 
And  the  Lord  HrlTinf^s,  wlio  attended  him 
In  fcvret  ambulh  on  the  forcft's  fide, 
And  from  his  guard  of  huntfinen  brought  him  fafe, 
l)>e  Yorkills  from  all  quarters  flock  to  him. 

Prince  E.rLvayd.  We'll  march  our  force,  and  crulli 
him  ere  he  nfe. 

IVarzviik.  A  Jittle  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

hich,  in  a  blaze,  whole  rivers  cannot  quench. 
Therefore,  fwcct  Piince,  away  to  meet  the  Queen, 
W  hofe  troops,  ere  this,  are  on  their  way  from  France. 
I  Vvi!*  to  Barnct  to  prep.are  my  forces, 
And  face  tli*  afpiring  York. — Meanwhile,  my, liege. 
Like  his  ov.  n  iiie  fiirroLindt^d  by  the  ocean. 
Will  reft  in  London,  v»  ith  his  l(;ving  friends. 

k.  henry.  Farewell,  m}-  Hector,  and  my  Troy's  bcfl. 
hope  ! 

^fv  dearcli  Edward,  from  thv  father  learn 

Cchimefs  ain''  patience  in  adv/rlity  : 

From  \\  arwick  learn  to  conquer — fare  you  well. 

\_Exeunt  W  a  r  w  i  c  k ,     Ed w^  a  r d,  if^c. 

hlanent  King  Hekry  and  Somerset. 

K.  henry.  Coufin  of  Somerfet,  before  you  follow, 
Thif^k  you  the  pow'r  of  Edward  in  the  field 
Will  yet      able  to  encounter  our's  r 

S'jfT.erfct.  '1  he  fear  is  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.  lie-f^ry.  Alas  !  my  deeds  fliouid  rather  claim  their 
love — 

I  never  fropj/d  my  ea-s  to  their  demands, 
Or  overlook  u  th^ir  fuiu  with  iiovv  delays. 

My 


A    T  R  A  G  E  D  Y.  33 

My  pity  has  been  balm  to  heal  their  wour'^s  ; 

My  mildnefs  has  allay 'd  their  fwellin^  griefs  5 

My  mercy  dried  the  channels  of  their  tears. 

I  have  not  been  delTrous     their  wealth, 

Or  e'er  opprefs'd  them  with  large  fublidies. 

I  oft  have  melted  at  th'  ofl^enders'  tears, 

And  lowly  words  were  ranfoni  for  their  fault. 

Then  why  fhould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 

Does  Edward  drive  to  be  as  great  as  I P 

Greater  he  fhall  not  be — If  he  ferve  God, 

I'll  ferve  him  too — and  be  his  fellow  fo. 

Revolt  my  fubjects  ? — that  I  cannot  mend. 

They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  me. 

Cry,  woe,  deftru£lion,  ruin,  lofs,  decay  ; 

The  worft  is — death; — and  death  will  have  his  day! 


END    OF    THE    FOURTH  ACT. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE    1.     A  field  of  battle  near  Bar  net. 

Alarm. —  Fight. 

Enter  Warwick. 

EDWARD  Plantagenct !—— ^is  W^arwlck  calls  ! 
j  Now — if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  my  fword^ 
Now — when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarm — 
And  cries  of  dying  warriors  fill  the  air, 
Edward,  I  fay,  come  forth,  and  fight  with  me  ! 
W^arvvick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms  ! 

[Exit. 

Alarm,  Enter  Edward  ^7«^  Warwick. 

Edward.     Now,   Warwick,  fliall  our  country's 
wounds  be  heaKd. 
Thy  death  or  mine  will  end  thefe. deadly  feuds. 
Why  doft  thou  falter  ? 

Warwick,  Thou  waft  once  my  friend.- 

Thou  haft  been  in  my  powV — 1  fpar'd  thy  life. 
It  grieves  my  foul,  that  I  muft  take  it  now. 
Or  lofe  my  own  in  loyalty's  defence. 
I  hold  my  duty,  and  I  rifk  my  life. 
To  ferve  my  God,  my  country,  and  my  king. 

Edward.  So  may  the  God  ot  battles  fpeed  my  fword. 
As  it  is  drawn  in  juftice  and  in  right 

[They  fight, — Warwick  falls. 

Edzcard, 


A  TRAGEDY. 


n  - 


Edzvard.   So,  ]ie  thou  there — die  thou,  and  die  our 
fear — 

O  may 'ft  thou  meet  that  peace  in  heav  n,  which  earth 
Ever  denied  thee  ! 

[Exit. 

Warzvick,  Thus  end  all  my  toils  ! 

Thus  I  muft  yield  my  body  t'o  the  earth. 
And  by  my  fall  the  conquefi:  to  the  foe  ! 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  fliclter  to  the  princely  eagle. 
Under  vi^hofe  fliade  the  rampant  lion  flept ! 
Thefe  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black 
veil. 

Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  fun, 

To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with  blood—. 

Were  oft  compar'd  to  fepulchres  of  kings  ; 

For  who  was  king,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 

And  who  durft  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow 

Lo — all  my  glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood  !  

All  now  forfakes  me — and  of  all  my  lands 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 
Ah,  what  is  pomp  and  rule,  but  duft  and  earth  ? 
And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  muft. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset. 

Oxford,    Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick,   raife  thyfelP 
and  live— 
We  may  recover  all  our  lofs  again. 
The  Queen  from  France  has  brought  a  mighty  force. 
K'en  now  we  heard  the  news — ah,  could'll  thou  Hy  ! 
l^VarvJirk,    Why  then  I  would  not  fty  I — Alas  my 
friends, — 

The  works  of  ages, —  and  the  fate  of  nations 

And  all  the  glories  of  a  buftling  world, — 

Are  vanifli'd  from  my  fight — all  earthly  objeils— 
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Lofe  t^^cir  importsncc  now — all,  all  is  darkncfs.— 
My  fnCiids — be  ha};py — till — we  meet — in  hcav'n. 

[Jies. 

Sonierfet.  Warwick,  are  all  thy  glories  come  to  this  ! 
A  braver  foldier  never  couch'dhis  lance, 
A  nobler  heart  ne'er  bore  the  fvvay  in  council. — 
But  mightieit  potentates  mufl;  come  to  this. 
This  is  the  end  of  human  mifery  ! 

Oxford.  Come  noble  Somerfet, — this  bloody  fcenc 
Imprints  thy  mind  with  fearful  images. 
Turn  to  a  brighter  profpe.ct. 

Somerfet,  To  this  mind 

Fear  is  a  ftranger ;  but  'tis  more  than  fancy. 
That  fills  the  nation  with  portentous  figns. 
The  bay  trees  in  the  country  are  all  wither'd  : 
And  burning  Dieteors  fridit  the  ftars  of  heav'n. 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth. 
And  ghaftly  prophets  whifper  fearful  change. 
Alas  poor  Henry  1  with  a  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  fliooting  fl:ar. 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament ! 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft. 
And  fortune  fliuts  the  melancholy  fcene. 

Oxford.   Let  not  vain  terrors  blaft  our  rifing  hopes  ! 
Come,  let  us  lead  our  forces  to  the  Queen, 
And  try  once  more  our  fortune  in  the  field  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.    Another  part  of  the  field. 

'    Enter  Edward,  Clarence,  Richard, 

Hastings,  &;c. 

Edv:ard.  Still  on  our  arms  fmiles  laurel  I'd  vi£lory— 
The  high  afpiring  Warwick  fleeps  in  duft. 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  clear-iliining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threat'ning  cloud. 
That  rifes  to  encounter  with  our  fun. 
Ere  he  attain  his  weftern  feat  of  glory. 
Thofe  forces,  that  the  Queen  has  rais'd  in  France, 

Are 
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Are  marching,  ss  we  hear,  to  give  us  battle. 

Clarfuce.  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud  ; 
Thy  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapors  ere  they  rile. 
And  ev'ry  cloud  engenders  not  a  florm. 

Richard.  The  Queen  is  valu'd  thirty  thoufarid  ftrong. 
And  file  is  join'd  by  Somerfet  and  Oxford. 
If  flie  have  time  to  breathe,  fuch  is  the  force 
Ot  her  perfuafion,  i1ie  will  raife  a  hoft. 

Edward.  Our  friends  have  fliap'd  their  courfe  to 
Tewkfbury. 
Thither  fucccfs  directs  our  conquering  troops. 
Now  on,  my  friends  and  brothers,  once  again. 
God  and  St.  George  !  fair  England's  right  and  Edward's 
Profper  our  arms  in  this  decilive  fight ! 

SCENE    III.  Country  near  Tcwkfoury, 

March — Enter  Queen  Margaret,  Prince 
Edward,  Somerset,  Oxford, 
and  Soldiers. 

Margaret.   Great  Lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  vvail 
their  woes, 

But  chcerly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  wrongs. 
What  tho'  the  mail  be  now  blown  over  board, 
The  cable  broke,  our  holdmg  anchor  loil, 
And  half  our  failors  fwallow'd  in  the  Hood  ! 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  liill.    Is't  meet,  that  he 
^^hould  leave  the  helm,  and  like  a  fearful  child 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  fea  ; 
And  leave  the  iliip  to  fj)lit  upon  a  rock. 
Which  induftrv  and  coura^^e  miijht  have  fav'd  ? 
Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor  ;  what  ot  tliat  ? 
Our  flaughter'd  friends  the  tackles  ;  what  of  thefc  ? 
Why  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 
And  Somerfet  another  fjoodiv  mall  ? 
And  why  fliould  not  my  Edward  and  my  felt 
Be  vet  allow'd  the  ikilful  pilot's  charge? 

Wc 
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We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  fit  and  weep  : 
Bui  keep  our  courfe  thro*  ftormy  winds  and  waves. 
Alas !  there's  no  more  mercy  with  the  brothers, 
Than  with  the  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands  and  rocks! 
Take  courai^e  then,  what  cannot  be  avoided 
Twere  childiih  weaknefs  to  lament  or  fear. 
We  have  been  conqu Vors,  we  m.ay  conquer  flill. 

Prince  Edzvard,   O  if  there  were  a  fearful  heart 
among  us, 
Methinks  a  woman  of  this  noble  fpirit, 
Would  fwell  it  foon  with  fortitude  and  valor. 
My  fellow-foldiers — either  dare  to  brave 
The  utmoft  fury  of  the  Houfe  of  York  ; 
Or  tear  the  red  rofc  from  your  llirinking  heads. 
I  will  not  Hand  aloof,  and  bid  you  fight. 
But  with  my  fword  prefs  in  the  thickeft  ranks. 
And  fingle  Edward  from  his  llrongeft  guard. 
And  force  him  to  rcfign  his  pow'r  ufurp'd. 
Or  leave  my  body  to  atteft  my  vow^ ! 

Oxford.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage ! 
And  warriors  faint!  O  'twere  eternal  fliame. 
O  brave  young  Edward  !  thy  illuftrious  grandfire 
Is  yet  alive  in  thee!    Long  may 'ft  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

S:merfei.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope. 
Hie  to  his  home,  and  like  the  owl  by  day. 
If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

Alar^aret.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet ;  fweet  Oxford, 
thanks ! 

Prince  Edzvard.  And  take  his  thanks,  who's  nothing 
elfe  to  give. 

E  ter  a  Messenger. 

McJJenger.  Prepare  you.  Lords  for  Edward  is 

advancing : 
His  arms  already  glitter  in  the  fun. 

Prince  Edzvard.  We  are  prepar'd  to  meet  the  proud 

ufurper.  

What  ftronger  breaft  plate,  than  a  heart  untainted  ? 

Thrice 
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Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  liis  quarrel  jufl: ; 
And  he  but  naked,  tho'  lock'd  up  in  fteel, 
Whofe  confcience  with  irjuftice  is  corrupted. 
Each  to  his  pofi:-— our  caufe  fliall  lend  us  force — - 
'lis  England's  crown — an  injur'd  tather*s  right! 

[Fig/it — Alarm — Exatrjtons.'] 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.     A  Camp. 

Enter  Edward,  Clar ence,  Richard, 
Hastings,  Sec. 

Edivard.  Go,  bid  the  carnage  ceafe:  the  day  is  ours. 
At  length  the  period  of  our  woes  is  come  ! 
Henry  once  more  is  in  the  towV  confin'd. 
And  haughty  Margaret  is  in  my  povv 'r. 
Bring  forth  the  pris'ners. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  Somerset,  guarded, 

Somerfet !  from  thee 
Juftlce  demands  the  dread  account  of  blood  ! 
Away  with  him,  off  with  his  guilty  head ! 

Somerfet.  More  can  I  bear  than  you  dare  execute. 
For  true  nobility  is  free  from  fear  ! 
My  Royal  Miftrcfs,  'tis  for  you  I  feel. — 

MdJ-garct.   O  my  dear  futf'ring  friend— give  me  thy 
hand, 

Tliat  I  may  dew  it  with  my  pitying  tears  ! 

Let  not  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 

To  walli  away  my  woeful  monuments. — 

Stay  yet  a  little-  thus  condemn'd  to  die. 

Two  friends  embrace,  and  take  a  thoufand  leaves  j 

And  linger  ftill,  more  loth  to  part  than  die ; 

Ah,  now  farewell — and  farewell  j()y  with  thee  ! 

[Somerset  is  led  out. 
Edivard.    Is  proclamation  made,  that   who  iliida 
Edward 
Shall  be  rewarded  ? 

Bdchard. 
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Rtchm'd.  Lo,  where  comes  the  youth. — 

Ed'ui  ard.  What !  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edward,  what  fatisfatiion  canft  thou  make. 
For  bearing  arms,  for  ilirring  up  my  fubjcfts. 
And  all  the  mis'ries  of  a  civil  war? 

Pr.  Edv^ard.  Speak  like  a  fubjeft,  proud,  am])Itious 
York. 

Suppofe  me  fpeaking  with  niy  father's  mouth, 

Whilil:  I  propufe  the  felf-fame  w^ords  to  thee, 

W  hich,  traitor,  thou  would'il  have  me  anfwer  to? 

Edzvard.  reace,wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  thy  tongue. 

Pr.  Edivirrd.  1  know  my  duty— and  1  tell  you  all, 
Ym  your  fuperior — traitors  as  you  are — 
And  thou  ufurp'fl:  my  father's  right  and  mine. 
Edzvard.  Doll  thou  dill  rail,  untutor'd  boy,  take  that. 

[ihrovjs  his  gauntlet  at  him. 

Richard,  Nay  then,  take  this. 

\Jiahs  him. 

Clarence.  And  this. 

\Jiabs  him. 

Margaret.  O  God — my  child! 

\Jkvoons, 

Edzvard.  Ah,  Richard,  Clarence,  you  have  done  too 
much. 

Richard.  Why  fliould  he  live  to  flir  up  armsagainft  us! 
Edzvard.   See  Marg'ret  fwoons — ufe  means  for  her 
relief. 

Richard.  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  King,  my  brother. 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter. 
Ere  you  come  there,  expeft  to  hear  more  news.— - 
Our  work  is  not  complete — The  tow'r,  the  tow'r ! 

[Exit. 

Margaret.  O  my  Iweet  child !  fpeak  to  thy  m^other, 
boy ! 

Canfl  thou  not  fpeak?  ah  no — his  lips  are  cold. 
O  traitors— murd Vers-  -bloody  cannibals! 
How  fweet  a  plant  you  have  untimely  pluck'dl 
Inhuman  wretches— O  you  have  defac'd 

The 
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The  fweeteft  and  rr/bft  perfect  work  of  nature. 

That  from  the  prime  ci'eation  e'er  ilie  fram'd  ! 

You  have  no  children-fbutchers,  if  you  had, 

Tlie  thought  of  them  would  fure  have  ftirr'd  remorfel 

O  God!  in  mercy  tak^  me  to  my  Edward; 

Unite  once  more  the  mother  and  the  fon  ! 

Sure  heav'n  has  npt  an  angel  like  my  child  ! 

O  my  fvveet  jntTrder'd  child ! 

Edward.  Be  patient,  Madam! 

Margaret,   What !  does  infulting  York  dare  talk  of 
patience  ? 

Came  he  e'en  now  to  fmg  a  raven's  note, 
Whofc  difmal  tune  bereft  my,  vital  pow'rs? 
And  thinks  he  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  cryino^  comfort  from  a  hollow  breaft, 
Can  Ohafe  away  the  former  hideous  found  !— 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugar'd  words.— 

Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  torbear,  i  fay  

Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  ferpent's  fting. — 

Thou  baleful  conqueror  ! — out  of  my  fight — 

Upon  thy  eye-balls  murd'rous  tyranny 

Sits  in  grim  majefty,  to  fright  the  world. 

Look  not  upon  me,  for  thy  eyes  are  wounding— • 

Yet  do  not  go  away— -Come,  bafiiifk  ! 

And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight ! 

For  in  the  iliade  of  death  I  iliall  find  joy: 

Li  life,  but  double  death,  now  Edward's  dead. 

Edward.  Away  with  her !  go,  bear  her  hence  by  force. 

Margaret.  Nay,  do  not  bear  me  hence — difpatch  me 
here  ! 

Here  flieathe  thy  fword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death — 

And  blefs  thee  for  it  O  my  child,  mv  child  ! 

Edzvard,  Stay  till  the  flood  of  grief  has  had  its  courfe, 
Then  bear  her  hence  \  let  her  be  gently  treated. 
Meanwhile  to  London  will  we  march  with  fpeed. 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  dear-bought  vittories 

SJicene  clofe's. 
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SCENE     V. — A  room  in  the  Tower. 

King  Henry  and  Lieutenant. 

Lieutenant.  Dwell  not,  my  Lord,  on  this  diflrafiing 

theme  ; 
And  think  of  comfort. 

K.  Henry,  No,.— my  fon  Is  murder'd. 

My  Queen  a  captive — No,  talk  not  of  comfort. 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms  and  epitaphs. — 
Make  duft  our  paper;  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth. 
Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills ! 
And  yet  not  fo— for  what  can  I  bequeath, 
Save  my  depofed  body  to  the  ground  ? 
My  lands,  my  crown,  my  lite.,  and  all  are  Edward's : 
And  notliing  can  1  call  my  own  but  death. 
And  that  fmall  portion  of  the  barren  earth. 
That  foon  fhall  lie  a  cover  to  my  bones — 
For  Heaven's  fake,  let's  fit  upon  the  ground. 
And  tell  fad  (lories  of  the  death  of  kings ; 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  war. 
Some  haunted  by  the  gholls  they  difpoffefs'd; 

All  murder'd.  ^For  within  the  hollow  crown. 

That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Death  keeps  his  court,  and  there  the  antic  fits. 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp. 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks ; 
Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit. 
As  if  this  flefh,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brafs  impregnable and  humor'd  thus. 
Comes  at  the  iaft,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  thro'  his  caftle  wall,  and  farewell  Kins  ! 

Lieutenant.  My  Lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  pre- 

fent  woes. 

But  guard  againft  misfortune's  future  blaft.— » 

Enter 
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Enter  Richard. 

Richard,  to  the  Lieutenant,   Friend — leave  us  to  our-* 
felves — we  muft  confer. 

\^Exit  Lieutenant, 

K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  recklefs  Oiepherd  from  the  wolf— 
What  fcene  of  death  has  Rofcius  now  to  afl  ? 

Richard.   Sufpicion  always  haunts  the'  guilty  mind. 
The  thief  does  fear  each  bufh  an  officer. 

K.  Henry.  The  poor  bird,  that  has  been  already  lim'd. 
With  trembling  wings  mifdoubts  of  ev'ry  bafli. 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  fatal  objeft  in  my  eye. 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  and  caught,  and  kill'd. 

Richard.  Why,  what  a  filly  fool  v:as  that  of  Crete, 
Who  taught  his  fon  the  office  of  a  fowl ! 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drowned. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with 
words  ! 

My  bread  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 

Than  can  my  ears  thy  foul  farcallic  taunt  ! 

But  wherefore  doft  thou  come? — is't  for  my  life  ? 

Richard.    Think'ft  thou  1  am  an  executioner? 

K.  Henry.    If  murd'ring  innocents  be  executing. 
Thou  art  the  worll  of  executioners  ? 

Richard.    Thy  fon  1  kill'd  for  his  prefumption. 

K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kilfd  when  firft  thou  didfl: 
prefume. 

Thou  hadfl  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 
But  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plaoruc  to  men. 
How  many  old  men's  fighs  and  vvidows'  moans. 
How  many  orphans'  water-ftanding  eyes. 
Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  hulbands'  fate. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timelefs  death, 

W  ill  rue  ihc  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born.  

"1  he  owl  Ihriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign  : 
The  nidit  crow  cried,  forcbodins:  lucklefs  time. 
Do'^s  howl'd,  and  hideous  temncfts  fliook  down  trees. 
The  raven  rook  d  licr  on  the  chimney's  top, 

And 


44  THE     R  O  S  E  S,  ^ 

And  chattVing  pics  in  difnial  difcord  fung. 

Thy  mother  tclt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 

And. yet  brought  forth— — lefs  than  a  mother*shopc. 

Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head  whtn  thou  wait  born. 

To  fignify  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  world.*— 

Richard,   i'll  hear  no  more — die  prophet  in  thy 
fpeech. — 

For  this  among  the  reft  was  T  ordain'd. 

Henry.  Oh — and  for  much  more  llaughter  after  this — 
O  God  !  forgive  my  fms — and  pardon  thee  ! 

[Z)/>j. 

Richard.  What !  will  th'  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 
Sink  in  the  ground !  1  thought  it  w^ould  have  mounted.— 
See,  how  my  fvvord  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death. 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  flied 

From  thofe,  that  w^illi  the  dowiifail  of  our  houfe. — 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Dowm,  dowm,  to  hell, — and  fay  1  fent  thee  thither — 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  ]ove,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed  'tis  true,  what  Henry  told  me  of; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay. 

That  at  my  birth  the  wond'ring  midwives  cried  : 

Good  Heav'n,  defend  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  !'* — 
And  fo  I  was,  w^hich  plainly  fignified 
That  I  {hould  fnarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog.— - 
Then  fmce  the  heav'ns  have  fliap'd  my  body  fo. 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfvver  it. 
I  have  no  brother — and  I  am  no  brother, 
And  this  w^ord — -love,  which  grey-beards  call  divine. 
Be  refidgfnt  in  men  like  one  another  ; 

And  not  in  me«  1  am  mvfelf  alone. 

Let  pale-fac'd  fear  difturb  ignoble  breafts. 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart  1 
Faftcr  than  fpring-time  fliow'rs  comes  thought  on 
thought. 

And  not  a  thought,  but  dwells  on  royalty. 
My  brain,  more  bufy  than  the  laboring  fpider, 
\\  eav'.  s  artful  fnares*  to  trap  my  enemies. 
I  will  raile  fuch  a  tempeft  in  the  court. 

Shall 
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Shall  Blow  my  rivals'  fouls  to  heav'n,  or  hell. 
And  this  fell  tempefl:  fliali  not  ceafe  to  rage, 
Until  the  golden  fceptre  in.  my  hand 
Shall  bid  contending  pailions  be  at  peace. 
Clarence,  beware,  thou  keep'fi:  me  from  the  light- 
But  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  prophecies, 
That  Edward  fliall  be  fearful  of  his  life, 
And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death  ! 
Thus  each  in  turn  lhall  clear  the  way  for  mc  — 
I'll  throw  this  body  in  another  room, 
And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom ! 

[Exa, 

SCENE     VI.  T/ie  Palace. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward,   Cla  R  E  X  C  E » 

Hastings,  and  Attendants, 

Edzvard.  Once  more  we  fit  on  England's  royal  throne, 
So  dearly  purchas'd  by  a  civil  \Yar  I 
What  valiant  foes,  like  the  autumnal  corn. 
Have  we  mow'd  dow^n  i'th'  height  of  all  their  pride  ! 
Thus  have  we  watch'd  in  arms  the  winter's  night. 

And  brav'd  on  foot  the  fummer's  Icaldin":  heat, 

  <j      - ' 

That  of  our  labors  we  midit  reao  the  train. — 
Then  open,  Heav'n,  thy  ever  lading  gates  ! 
Receive  my  folemn  vows  of  thanks  and  praife  ! 
My  friends,  you've  prov'd  your  valor  in  the  field. 
And  fliown  your  love  to  me,  and  to  your  country. 

0  cherilh  ftill  affeftion  to  my  perfon; 

And  Edward,  whether  fortune  fmile  or  frown, 
Shall  never  be  unmindful  of  your  lov«. 

Hajlhigs.  We  are  rewarded  in  the  privilege 
Of  crying :  Long  live  Edward,  King  of  PLngland, 
To  blefs  his  people,  and  deferve  then-  love  ! 

Clarence.  Allied  to  thee  by  nature  and  by  choice, 

1  cheerfully  devote  my  future  days 

To  fcrvc  my  country,  and  to  love  my  King. 

Edi^avd^ 
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Edivard.  Now  1  Icav  n  has  (how  r'd  its  blcfllngs  on 
niv  foul, 

Blcft  in  niv  triends*,  blcfl  in  my  brothers'  loves.  ! 
O  let  our  elTorts  be  from  hence  united 
"J'o  heal  the  woimds  thcfe  civil  broils  have  made— 
Now  that  the  idle  fpcar  fliall  rufi:  on  high, 

0  let  us  gaihcr  the  rich  golden  drops, 
That  trickle  from  the  dewy  wings  of  peace  ! 

1  hus  will  we  drown  the  mc?mVy  ofthefe  feuds 
In  genVul  union,  and  profperity. 

^'ork  fought  with  Henry  :  but  the  King  of  England 
Shall  have  no  objecl  but  the  people's  good. 
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/^*ER  the  deep  gloom  by  night  barbaric  fpread. 
When  firfl:  her  beams  rekindling  Science  ihed. 
Partial  and  faint,  with  glimmering  flame  they  fhonc 
On  cloiIler*d  Learning's  favor*d  Tons  alone  ; 
Till,  (as  th'  aerial  zone  on  mortal  fight 
Difrufes  wide  the  Sun's  refradled  light) 
The  Printer's  aK  o'er  error's  devious  maie 
Pour'd  far  and  wide  Truth's  intcllcdlual  blaze. 
No  longer  then  to  filent  cells  confin'd, 
Droop'd  the  free  efforts  of  th'  enlighten'd  mind  ; 
But  home  to  ev'rv^  docile  breafl:  was  brought 
All  the  Divine  and  all  the  Sage  had  taught. 

Yet,  fuch  of  things  on  earth  th'  imperfcd  flatc. 
Attendant  ills  on  ev'ry  good  await. 
Still  will  the  worm  the  faireft  fruit  devour. 
Still  lurks  the  canker  in  the  fweetefl  flow'r. 
That  facred  fource,  from  which  alone  fhould  flow 
Salubrious  flreams,  that  health  and  life  bellow. 
Sees  its  polluted  waves,  a  pois'nous  tide. 
Waft  diic  contagion,  where  their  waters  glide. 
That  Heav'n- taught  art,  which  o'er  the  world  fhould  fliow'r 
Virtue's  pure  laws,  and  meek  Religion's  pow*r, 
Alas  1  perverted  by  a  demon's  hand. 
Spreads  malice,  crimes,  and  fadion  thro'  the  land. 

Tp 
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To  check  by  Wifdom  Vice's  headlong  force. 
To  turn  misjudging  Error  from  its  courfe. 
To  make  foul  Fallhood's  dim  and  lurid  gleam 
Fade  at  the  dawn  of  Reafon's  glowing  beam  : 
Such  is  our  aim — O  may  your  patriot  zeal 
AHift  to  realize  the  hopes  we  feel. 
Tho'  Folly's  vifions  cheat  awhile  the  fight 
With  fairy  forms,  or  fpedres  of  affright, 
Jn  its  own  form  each  phantom  lhall  appear. 
At  the  firil  touch  of  Truth's  celeilial  fpcar. 

And  you,  ingenuous  Youths,  who  here  have  found 
The  germs  of  Icience  on  our  claflic  ground  ; 
Know,  all  the  palms  that  Learning  can  bellow. 
All  the  frelh  wreaths  that  bind  the  Poet's  brow. 
Are  like  the  hues  that  paint  the  May-born  flow'r. 
The  idle  glcry  of  a  tranfient  hour, 
Un'.efs  by  adive  Virtue's  care  confign'd 
To  guard  our  country,  and  to  blels  mankind  ! 
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